THE REMINISCENCES OF CARL SCHURZ
my first finger exercises, and to me the instrument was very
beautiful. Now we had to find a music teacher. The organist
who played in our village church possessed an ear for har-
mony, but, devoid of training, he could hardly decipher the
simplest composition on paper. The village folk had accus-
tomed themselves to his performances, and when there
occurred in his interludes some strange entanglements nobody
was much disturbed. After the organist frankly admitted to
my father, with entire preservation of his dignity, that his
musical talents did not include an ability to impart knowledge
to others, it was decided that I should go twice a week to
Bruhl, a town four miles distant, to receive lessons from the
well-equipped organist living there. The broad turnpike
leading to Bruhl passed through a great forest. It was a
mailcoach road; and whenever the postilion happened to see
me trudging along he would invite me to a seat with him on
the box, which was a great favor cheerfully accepted. After .
a while my younger brother Heribert joined me in taking
music lessons, and this enabled me to enlarge the scope of my
studies; for while Heribert was taking his lessons with the
organist I had time to lay the foundation of a knowledge of
Latin with the parish priest. Thus we wandered twice a week
to Bruhl and back, singing duets on the way, and as we were
both blessed with a good ear, and were not wanting in voice,
it may have sounded well enough. At least we attracted the
attention of many passers-by. Once a pleasure party, stop-
ping their traveling carriage, and dismounting, invited us to
sit with them under the trees, where they made us go through
our entire repertoire and rewarded us with good things from
their provision hamper.

My brother Heribert, fifteen months younger than I, was
a charming boy; blue-eyed, blond, of a most cheerful tem-
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